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after all, to ensure the boy's salvation. All the same, he warned
her to turn his temporary separation to good account, and to see
to it that the friendship should be permanently discontinued.

The priest had littl^ difficulty in bringing Fabien to a calmer
state of mind. But the only effect of this was that the boy showed
less confidence than ever in his mother, avoided her questions^
and, though he appeared to have lowered his defences, was in
fact more wary than ever. During the Easter holidays, which
were spent as usual on the Dezaymeries' country estate some
twenty miles from the city, he developed a strong liking for
solitary walks. He would set off alone through the pine-woods
and spend long days out on the heath which, though it formed
part of his father's property, was, with its sandy distances, its
straight, tall tree-trunks gashed with resin-oozing scars, a visible
symbol of his mother's teaching. Nothing more arid than this
countryside could well be imagined, nothing more featureless,
more uniform. Yet, for all that, it is a land of hidden springs
with waters stained red by the stony soil. Ice-cold, they bubble
up beneath the over-shadowing alders and in the thickets of
wild mint. Just so is the human heart, trained by the will to woo
austerity, but thrilling to the call of love and informed by grace.
When evening fell the silence was so complete that the ear could
catch the movement of the hidden streams on the surface of
which lay long trails of slowly moving weed that looked like
the hair of drowned and vanquished nymphs held prisoner by
depths of stainless sand and washed by freshets. Giant pines made
a circle of gloom about the house. As straitly as by the high walls
of the Catholic faith, by its unbreached and solid doctrine, the
Dezaymeries lived hemmed about by the endless army of the
pines which stood in serried ranks for forty miles. Only in that
far distance did an ultimate ridge of sand lie as a barrier against
the ocean surge. No austere heart is less responsive to the lure of
passion than is this countryside to the magic of spring. The
stunted oaks greet the winds of April with a rustle of dead
leaves, and only the song of birds is eloquent of love.